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Mary Stanley having Inherited from an uncle a Highlandestaie in Scotland. Lochgarra. visits it, accompanied
by a young lady friend and her factor, Mr. Purdie, with
the secret intention of reforming every abuse in its management.The first tenant she meets ernfflj complain
itti of a tax added to the rent paid by the crofters for a
dike built to protect their land from floods, she declares
it abolished. The ovening after taking: possession of
castle Heinira she resolves that half of that tax, which
had been collected for thirty years, shall be restored to
the crofters.
Purdie, dining with Miss Stanley and her companion,

over the wine discloses his peculiar bitterness toward
the tenants of the estate. He tells how, at his instiga
«ion, that young lady's late uncle drained the loch and
tore down the castle in revenge because tho natives
would not recognize changes In their names correspondIincr with their changed ownership.
Donald Ross, the owner of the remnant of the Heimra

estate, one tiny island, arrives off the coast in his yacht
Sirene. manned by two trusty Highlanders. Waiting for

m night to fall he lands by tho light of the stars his little
cargo of smuggled French brnndy and stows it in "Th«
Cavo of the Crowing Cock." His men inform him that
some young crofters are ready at his word to cause the
obnoxious factor to be killed by some seeming accident,
he warns them against so dangerous a crime.
Mary, unattended, taking an early morning walk, muses

on the Btories of young Donald's wildness, and encounters
» pretty, simpleTHighland girl, who answers her greeting
in Gaelic, trustfully pats her hand, but runs off wheu
she sees the factor approaching. She resolves to learn
that language. Aftor a day spent in interrogating tenants,all of whom grumble about everything else, but
maintain a mysterious silence on the subject of rent,
she observes * man poaching for salmon on the stream
at twilight whom she Divines to be Donald Ross.
Marv and her companion, Katcben, taking lunch, make

a day'B tramp over her estates, encountering uniform distrust,s'lllenness and reticence in her tenants. Caught
in a driving rain they are bewildered and nearly swallowednp in a bog. Thoy are rescued and led to the shelterof a cottage by a young man.Donald Ross.wbo withoutgiving his name departs and sends Mary's maid and
itrriage for ber.

CHAPTER VL
GILIiEASEtTIO MOB.

Lvatlichen was standing at the window, looking out
upon the wild and wayward sea, that was all brilliantlydappled with sun and cloud, while Mary was

at her dressing table, preparing to go down to breakfast.It was a blowy and blusterous morning, after
the storm; but the welcome sunlight was abroad
n r*r\ r» on/1 Vinamno cViAnA corona mill fnir

"Never, no more," Kathehen was solemnly remarking,as she regarded the wide plata of hurrying waves

anil tho white sea-birds that dipped and sailed and
circled in the light, "never no more shall I have a

word to say against smuggled brandy. By rights,
Mary, you and I ought both to be in a raging fever
this morning; and you look as well as ever you did in
your life, and I have only a little bit of a hoadache.
Nor against poaching.I have nothing to say against
poaching.when it suddenly produces somebody to gets
you out of a, hideous and horriblo morass, worse than
any quicksand that I ever heard of. Do you know, I
hardly dared put my foot to the floor this morning.
I was afraid that frightful sensation would come back,
as if I were standing on nothing, and just about to
sink. Wasn't it terrible? I know I shall dream
about it to my dying day." And then she said:."I
wonder what took young Ross of Heimra up to that
out-of-the-way place? Not poaching; for he had
neither rod nor gun.
"More likely selling brandy to that old woman,"

said Mary; and then she added, with a touch of
acorn:."A pretty occupation for a Highland gentleman!"

'"Well, Mary," said Kathchen, reflectively. "I
confess that story doos not sound to me true. I
should like to have somei proof before believing it.
No doubt it is just possible he may have wanted To
make up to these poor people for Air. Purdle having
banished the illicit stills; and perhaps he could not
afford to get them spirits for nothing; and so he may
charge them what he himself has paid. But it is
not like what a Highland laird would do, however
poor ho might be.and in a kind of way he still

fe.5 stands in the position of laird toward these people.
No, it does not sound probable; but anyhow I mean
to tlnd out.If we are going along to-day to thank
the old woman for her kindness of last night. And
whether it was poaching, or smuggling, or whatever
it was, that took young Mr. Ross up to that hut, it
was a very lucky thing for us; we should never have
seen the morning if we had been left there."
"That is true enough," Mary admitted; but then

she went on to say, with some asperity:."At the
same time, a favor is twice a. favor when it is
graciously conferred. He seemed to me a most ill.r-mannered young man. I doubt whether he would
have come near us at all if he had known who we
were."

"Oh, I don't agree with you.not in the least!" said
Kathchen, warmly. "I thought he was most courteous,and.and respectful. Remember, we were entirelystrangers to him. And just think of his going
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<1)5.ami very quickly he must have done it, too."
IBut Mary had not a word in favor of this yowfig

kman whom she suspected of far worse offences (in her
l eyes) than Killing salmon or bringing smuggled brandy'

ii'to the district; she suspected him, in truth, of
stirring up wrath and ill-will, and setting these
people against her.

"1 suppose," she said, rather coldly, "we must
thank him, if we should see him."

"I, for one, mean to do so, and very heartily,"
Kathchen said at once. "I think he was most kind
and considerate.if.if a little.a little reserved.
And not at all the wild savage I had expected.most
distinguished looking, I should call him "

"Come away down to breakfast, Kathchen," said
Mary, taking her friend by the arm; sho would hear
no more on that subject.

In the hall they encountered the little Highland lass
who had been their guide on the previous night; and
the, looking up with timid eyes toward this tall and
Beautiful lady whose smile was so gracious and winning,said:.

" Atn I to be going home now?"
"Home?" said Mary. "Have you liad your breakfast?"
"Oh, yes, indeed."
"Very well, you need not. go yet: you may as well

wait and come with ns in the carriage.for we want
to thank your grandmother for her kindness to us.
Yon can amuse yourself in the garden, if you like,
until we are ready."

She was obediently going away, but Kathchen
topped her.
"I don't think you ever told us your name."
"just Isabel," said the little maid, in her pretty

fashion.
"Of course you know Mr. Ross?" was the next

question.
"Oh, yes."
"What was he doing up at. your cottage last night?"
"Kathchen!" said Mary; but the lfttle girl did not

notice the interruption; she answered quite simply,.
" He came up to ask about the cow."
"What cow?"
But here Isabel did begin to look a little frightened:and she glanced anxiously at Miss Stanley.
"Perhaps tho lady will be angry." she said, with

shrinking eyes.
"Oh, no, she won't be angry," Kathchen interposed

of nnnrt "Wh« t flhmit t.llA Pf»W ? Tftll m* shnnh thn

COW. "

"It was ray mother's cow that got into the bog and
was drowned "

"The bog we strayed into?" Kathcken exclaimed.
"Do you mean to say that cattle have been swallowed
up in that place?"

"Ay, many and many a one," said the little girl.
"I'll liave it fenced around at once," said Mary, in

her usual prompt and emphatic way, "no matter what
it costs!"
"And the cow?" said Kathcben. encouragingly, to

the little Highland lass. "Did Mr. Koss want to
know a.bout. the cow ?"

"Mr. Ross," continued Isabel, "he was sending a

message that my mother would ask Mr. Purdie and
the lady for a cow in place of that one, and the money
to be paid back bit by bit as we could do it; yes, and
Mr. Purdie was to be asked for the cow; and Mr.
Koss he came up last night to sec if we were to get
the cow. But *ve were not hearing about it from
any one."

Mary's face flushed with vexation.
"Why was I not told about this?" she said, turningindignantly to Kathclien. "What right had Mr.

Purciie to decide.and go away without saying a word?
I puppos? he refused .'.and that was to lie all of it!"
But the little girl, hearing the lady talk in these

altered tones, grew frightened; and tears started to
her eyes.
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Ipiteouslv; for she knew not what terrible mischief
hlie liati done. "I was not intending to loako the
lady angry "

Mary turned to the girl, and put her hand in a
kindly way ou the raven black hair.

"Don't you be alarmed, Isabel," she said, with a
reessuring smile. "You have done no harm; you
were quite right to tell mo the story. And you need
not be afraid; your mother shall have the cow; perhapseven two of them, if the byre is big enough.
Now go into the garden and amuse yourself, until you
hear the carriage cotno round. *

However, it may here be said Unit in this Instance
Mr. Purdie was in 110 wise culpable. It appeared
that tho widow MnoYran had two days before gone
over to Cruagan, where she ha<l a married daughter,
iti order to help In the fields; and her only chance of
presenting the petition was by intercepting the factor
on liis way homeward. Whether she did or did not
present the petition was of no immediate cense<)ueiy:e;Mary had resolved upon offering up this cow,
or perhaps even two cows, as a sort of sacrificial
thanksirivine for her deliverance from the Meall-na-
Feorn bog.

After breakfast they set out, Isabel seated beside
th« driver. And ouoe again they came In sight of
the Minnrd township, with its poor little crofts on
the rocky soli, and the long sweep of white Band
where, the tide being out, the people were busy with
their sickles cutting the seaweed from the rocks.

h wonder," said Mary, meditatively, "if I couldn't
revive tl)e kelp-burning?"

'Oh, no," said Kathchen (who did not quite understandlion- indefatigable the young proprietress had
been in qualifying herself for her new position).
"That is ail over now. Those were the grand days
for the Highlands.for both the landlords and the
l*ool*; but modern chemistry has spoiled all that."
-You don't know, then," said Mary, quietly, "that

ke-'D-bumlrs !s '.arried on in souie places at this mc

NEW TORI
menl 1 It Is, though. Over in South Uisfc the croftersget from 2 pounds 10 shillings to 3 pounds a ton
for kelp. But perhaps they need nil the seaweed
they can get here for their crofts, or i>erhaps It isn't
the right kind of tangle; I must find out about that."
They drove as far as they could along tho road;
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mako the rest of their way on foot.
Mary turned to the old grandmother, who was talkingto Kathehen with such English as she could

muster.
"Yes," she was saying, "my daughter, she over at

Cruagan "

"And so, perhaps, she did not speak to Mr. Purdieabout the cow?" Mary interposed. "Very well.
That's all right. Little Isabel was telling me about
the cow that was lost. Well, I will see that you
have one In its place."
The old woman could not speak: the withered,

weather wrinkled face wore a pained look, as if she
were trying not to cry; and she furtively wiped her
hand on her apron and timidly held it out.it was by
shaking hands that she could best express her thanks.
And here was an extraordinary thing!.here was actual
gratitude, the very first symptom of it that Mary
Stanley had encountered since she came to the place.
But the next moment she was saying to herself bitterly:.
"Why? Why is this old woman friendly? Because

she saw that Mr. Ross of Heimra condescended to bo
civil to me yesterday evening. If he throws a word
to me, then I am to be tolerated! But if I had come
hero by myself I might have offered to double the
size of her byre and give her two cows instead of one,
and there would have been nothing but sullen looks
and silence. Was I not warned the moment I set
foot in the place? It's Donald Ross of Heimra who
is their Laird. I am a stranger and an enemy."
And now it was Kate Glendinning's turn to make

a fow discreet inquiries; for the allegation that a

Highland gentleman would condescend to sale and barterwas still rankling in her soul.
"Well, Mrs. MacVeaa," said she pleasantly, "that

was very excellent brandy you gave us last night, and
very welcome, too; I suppose we should have died
of the cold and "wet if you had not given lis the hot
d-ink. But -where did you get brandy in an out of the
world place like this?"
An alarmed expression came into the old woman's

face, though she endeavored to conceal it. She
looked away down the hill side and said, vaguely;.

"It was.in the house. Oh, ay.in the house."
"Ye«; but where did you get it?" Kate asked.
There was a moment of silence.and distress.
"The brandy?.Mr. Koss.he ordered me to give it

to yo-.i."
"Oh yes," said the young lady, in the same off-hand

sort of way, "it was very thoughtful of him.and very
kind of you. It seemed to bring us back to life
again. I don't know what we should have done withoutit. I was only wondering whero you got such
good brandy in this part of the Highlands."
The ojd woman looked anxiously from one to the

other.were they trying to entrap her?.even after
their generous promise that she should have the cow.

"Oh, ay," she said, still clinging desperately to
those evasive phrases, "the brandy.it in the house.

"DOX't YOU HAViS ANYTHING

and.and Mr. lioss, he ordering me to give it.and
any one very pleased, whatever he wishes. And tha
ladles.very, very wet and cold.and a long weh houia
to Locbgarra "

"Come, eome Mrs. MacVean," Kathchen said, "yon
ought to know that we don't want to make any
trouble.Is it likely. Just after Miss Stanley has
promised to give you the cow? I am asking only out
of curiosity; and I c-au keep a secret as well as any
one. And of course we are quite aware that it is
Mr. Ross Who brings the braudy into the neighborhood.andvery properly, too, for good brandy is betterthan bad whiskey, and you must have something
in the housa in case of sickness. Very well, tell mo
what he charges you for it."

"Charges;" the old woman repeated, with a puzzled
air.

"Yes," said Kathchen, encouragingly. "I only
want to know for.for information; and X am not
likely to tell any oik. What do you pay him for it?"
Then the old grandmother understood; and though

she did not say much, there was something in her
tone that showed how keenly she resented this imputation.
"Pay.Mr. Ross of Heimra.for the brandy?" said

she, as If it was herself who had been insulted; and
she was turning angrily away. "You think.the
young master.tekkin money from the like of me?"
"Then he gives you the brandy for nothing?" said

Kate.and this question at once arrested the old dame,
who made answer somewhat sulkily.

"I not saying that.I not saying that at ahl."
"Of course not," said Kathchen, with cheerful good

humor. "It is not necessary for you to say anything.
But now I understand; and I am very glad of it; for
I have Highland blood in my veins myself, and I did
not like to think of a Highland gentleman taking
money for little kindnesses of that sort. And indeed
I did not believe it; and I am very pleased indeed
that you have made it possible for me to contradict
such a ridiculous story."

Shortly thyraai't^r.the old grandmother having been
won into something of a more conciliatory mood by
reiterated expressions of tlmnks and a circumstantial
promise with regard to the cow.the two young women
left; and as they descended the hill, Kate Glendimiing
was most, triumphant about this refutation of what
she considered a malignant slander. Mary, on the
other hand, was inclined to be coldly severe ill her
judgment- wherever young Koss of Heimra was concerned.thoughneither coU|ness nor severity formed
part of her ordinary temperament.

"I don't see anything to be proud of, Kathchen,"
said she. "He is cheating the revenue, lor one
thing." -

"Cheating the revenue," said Katticnen, in ner matter-of-factway, "is not likely to trouble a Highlander'sconscience much. But I daresay he thinks
the Government can get along well enough without
taking any more taxation from these poor people;
and I hnveino doubt he says to himself that if he pays
for a bottle of good brandy for some poor woman
with ague or rheumatism in her old joints, the Governmentcan afford to let her have It without the
duty. In a climate like this you must have spirits
of some kind; and cs I was saying to Mrs. MacVean,
goal brandy is better than bad whiskey filled with
fusel oil."

"I know perfectly well what his object is," Mary
said, proudly and indignantly. "His object is simply
to steel away the hearts of the people.and to stir
up ill-will between them and whoever happens to be
at Lochgarra House. They are all his friends.ami
my enemies. He can shoot and fish wherever he
pleases; he has the run of the whole estate; he is welcomeat every fireside; whilst I, when I want to
lower tlio rents, and better the condition of the |>eople
in every way, and be their friend.well, I am kept
outside at the door, and if 1 say 'Am I welcome';'
there is no answer. For him.everything; for me.
nothing. And I think it is hardly fair."

She spoke in a proud and hurt way, and her lipstrembled for an instant; it was clear that she consideredshe had not deserved this ill usage.
"No, no, no. Mary," her friend protested. "You

are unjust, as far as Mr. Itoss is concerned anyway.
For one thing it is very likely that the poor people
about here were accustomed to look to his mother for
little comforts when they fell ill, and he may lie tryingto carry out the same kind of thing, in the only
way .that would occur to a mau." Then a demure
smile came into Kathchen's eyes. "But I will 1*'
horvest with you, Mary. I don't think it is done to
spito you at all, although your family have wrought
him and his sufficient wrong. But if you were to ask
me if it wasn't done witli a determination to spite
Mr. Purdie.in return for the destruction of the illicit
stills.well, you see, people may act from various
motives, and I shouldn't l>e surprised if that had
something to do with it. As for stealing the hearts
of the people.if you knew the curious loyalty and devotionof the Highlanders toward certain of the old
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Itos~i should hare to make use of any l>rfb&
"But why should tbey hate me?" Mary exclaimed.

and Kathchen had no answer.
j» » * » »

"Don't you have anything to work at?"* Mary said to
the tall and rather good looking young fellow who
was standing looking on at the women and girls gatheringthe sea tangle.
"My fatter has a croft," lie made answer, in a listlessway.
"But. wouldn't you," she said, in a very gentle and

hesitating manner, so as not to seem impertinent,
"wouldn't you rather go away and find some work for
yourself?"
"Aw, well, I was at Glasgow, and I was getting

twenty shillings a week there."
"And you did not stay?"
"Well, I could not live there," he said, simply

enough. "It is no use getting twenty shillings a
week if you cannot live tn a place, and In a few
years I would lie dead if I was living in Glasgow.
I am better to be alive licro than dead in Glasgow."
"Then perhaps you could go-to the cast coast fishing?"tihe suggested.
"Xo, I am not. going there now. I was there one

1 or two yearn, but It rti"l not pay'"f* ,

"And don't you <lo anything.' she asked again.
"Well, in January I una in the Naval Reserve."
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"And the rest of the year you don't do anything?"
"Well, my father has a croft".and that was about

all the information she could extract from him.
As a final effort she said to him timidly:.
"If 1 were to try to get you a boat and nets from

the government, would it be of service to you V"
"It would need eight of a crew," said he, with fin

obvious lack of interest, "and I would not be knowing
where to find them."
However, a great surprise was in store for her; beforegetting back to Lochgarra on this occasion she actuallyencountered a human being who received her

proffered friendliness and good will with cheerful and
unhesitating gratitude and responded with a frank
comradeship that quite won her heart. It is true
the man was drunk, but at first she did not perceive
that; and indeed she was ready to make ample allowancesIn her eager desire to establish pleasant relationswith anybody, after the disheartening coldness
she bad just expeiienced at Minard. This man whom
she and Kathchen overtook on their homeward way
was a huge, lumbering, heavy shouldered giant, with
a prodigious brown beard and thick eyebrows, whose
deep set gray eyes (though a little bemused) looked
at once intelligent and amiable. On his shoulder he
had hoisted a rough wooden box. and as he trudged
along he smoked a small black clay pli>e.
"Good day to you!" said Mary to the giant.
"Aw, good deh, good deh, mein!" said he, with a

broad grin of welcome, and ho InsEantly put the pipe
in his pocket.
"That is a heavy box you are carrying," said she;

"I wish I were driving, and I would take it along for
you."
"Aw, it's glad I am I hef something to carry," said

he, in a strong Argyllshire accent. "and I wass thinkingthat mebbe Miss Stanley herself would l>e for iekkina loftster or two from me, for the house. Aw,
I'll not lie charging Miss Stanley much for them.no,
nor anything at ahl, if Miss Stanley would be for tekklna lobster or two from me

"Oh. these are lobsters?" said she, with the most
friendly interest.

"Ay, chist that," said the giant.
"And you will be sending them away by the mail

cert?" she asked.
"Ay, chist that.It's to London I am sending them."
"Oh, r«ally," slia said. "All the way to London?

Well, now, I wonder if you would think me inquisitive
or impertinent if I asked you how much you get for
them?"
"How much? Aw, chist two-and-sixpence the dissen,"said he, ill a good natured fashion, as if he

hardly expected to ger anything.
Hut. Mary was most, indignant.
"What?'' she said. "Two-and-sixpence the dozen?

It's monstrous! Why, it's downright robbery! I
will write to the London papers. Two-and-sixpence
a dozen.and a single lobster selling in I/ondon for
eighteen pence or two shillings, and that a small one,
too. Isn't it too bad, Katchen? I will write to tho
newspapers.I will not allow such robbery."

"It is a long weh of communigation," said the big.
heavy shouldered, good natured looking man. "And
Mr. Oorstorphin?, he paying ahl the carriage, and sjndicgme the boxes."

"I will grt you twice as much as that for the lob-

''

TO WORK AT?'' SHE SAID.

sters," said Mary, with decision, "if I sell them among
ray own friends. I will guarantee veil twice as mileli
as that, and I will pay the carriage and get you the
boxes. What Is your name';"

"Archie MacNicol, mem,'" said he; but the whiskey
had made liim talkative, and hei went on:."I am
l'rom Tarbert on Loch Fyne; I am not from among
these* people here at ahi. These people, they are not
proper fishermen.a w, they are "afraid of the sea.they
will not go far out.I hef seen the East Coast men

coming along here and tekkln the herring from under
their very eyes. There is one of the government
boats that they got; and it is not paid for yet; and
it is lying half covered with sand at Achnacro3S. and
no one using it at ahl. Ay, and the curers willing
to give elevenpence a piece for ling. Ay, and X
wass into Loch Hourn, and I got fifty crans of herring,and I wass curing them myself."
"But wait a moment," said Mary, to whom this informationseemed a little confused. "If you are not

tired, won't you keep on your way to the village, and
we will talk with you? You see, I am anxious to
get all the information I can about this place, and
the people here don't seem to be very communicative.
although it is altogether in their own interests that I
should like to make inquiries. But, they appear to
lie afraid of me.or there is some quarrel, or ill will,
that I don't understand.."
"A quarrel with Miss Stanley?" said the lobster

fisherman, deprecatingly.for he was in a mellow and
generous mood. "No, 110.lie would be a foolish man
that would lie saying that!"
"Very well," said Mary, as they were all three going

on to the village, "tell me about your own circumstances.I want to know how I can be of help to the
people about here. X have not come to Larhgarra to
raise rents and collect money and takef it away and
spend it in London. I want to live here.if the
people will let me; but I don't want to live among
continuous enmity and ill will."
"Aw, yes, yes, to be sure, ti> be sure now!" said

Archie, in the most amiable war. and Mary was en-
tirely grateful to him for his sympathy.it was so unexpected.

"Tell me about your own circumstances," she went
on. "Is there anything I can do for you and the
other lobster fishermen
"Aw, Cosh!" he cried (but it was the whiskey that

was responsible.Archie himself meant, to be most polite)."Would Miss Stanley be doing this for us,
now.would she be writing a letter for us to the
Fishery Board V"

"Oh, certainly," she answered with promptitude, "if
that will be of any service to you. What about?"
And here Big Archie (Glileastmig Mor, as they

called him) in his eagerness to tell his tale, stopped
short and deposited the lobster box In the road.

"It's this way now.that there will be many a
broken head before long if something is not done.
For they are coming from ahl quarters to the lobster
fishing.stranchcrs that hef no business here at ahl;
and they are building huts; and where there is a hut
there will soon bo a house; and it does not require the
wise man of Mull to tell any one of the truth of that.
Yes, and they will be saying they hef the right from
the Fishery Board; but as I am thinking that is nothingbut lies; for how can the Fishery Board give
stranchers the right to come here and build huts on
the crofts above the shore.ay, and going on, and
paying no rent, either to Miss Stanley, or the crofter,
or to any one'.' And Gillie Oiotach and ine, ay,
and two or three of the young lads, we were saying
we would tell sticks and stones, and drive them into
the sea.ay, though there might be a bluidy nawse
here or there; and others would be saying no, that it
wn» dnnrherons to <io anvthinc airainst the Fishery
Board. And would Miss Stanley 1>9 for sending a

letter to the Hoard, to nsk if it is lies those people
are tolling us, and whether they can come and build
a hut whenever they like?"

"Certainly I will," said she. "Only, there is to
bo no* lighting and bloodshed, mind. Of course, the
space occupied by a liut is a very trifling matter.I
supi>ose what you really object to is those strangers
coming to your lobster ground?"

" Ay, chlst that!" said Big Archie, eagerly.
"Very well. It seems to me quito absurd to think

that the Fishery Board should have given any one the
right to build huts; however, I will inquire; and then,
if I get the answer 1 expect, you must go peaceably
and quietly to those people, and tell them they are
mistaken, that they have no right from the Fishery
Board or from any oue else, and that they must
leave "

"Evictions," said Kathchen, under her breath; she
saw trouble coming.

"Quito peaceably and quietly, you understand,"
Mary continued; "there must be no broken heads or
anything of that kind; you must tell the people what
the Fishery Board says, and then they will see that
they are bound to go."

"Ay, ay, chist whatever Miss Stanley pleases." said
Big Archie; and therewith he shouldered the heavy
lobster box again and resumed his patient trudge,
while he proceeded to give Miss Stanley some further
information about those marauding fishermen and their
evil ways.
Rut when they were nearing IxxJigarra, Mary, who

had been rather silent and abstracted for some little
time back, said to him:.

"X suppose you have a boat, Mr. MacXicol?"
"Aw, ay, and a fine boat too."' said Archie. "And

if Miss Stanley herself would be wishing for a sail,
I would bring the boat round from Camus Bheng."

"That is what X have just been thinking of," Mary
said.they were now coming in sight of the sea, and
she was absently looking out toward the horizon.
"Ay chist any time that Miss Stanley pleases, and

I will not be charging anything," said the good nat.uredgiant with the friendly (and l>emused) eyes.
"Aw, naw, there would be no charge at ahl.but chist
a gless of whiskey when we come ashore."

"Oh, I must pay you for your time, of course,"
said she, briefly. "1 suppose you could bring yonr
boat round this evening so that my friend and myself
might start pretty early to-morrow morning? We
should be ready by ten."

Kat<'hen turned wondering eyes upon her.
"But where are you going, Mamie?"
"I am going wit to Helmra. Island," she said,
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It- ryjir'n IS not unusual with young
'] *" < [[| ]f men of philanthropic or re-

/xr^ ,,jl | ligious instincts to seek their

<Ml' * lill II work, on taking orders, in
the East End of London, and
to turn their backs upon
fashionable congregations

and gift slippers; and yet those "angels of flc-
tion," as they have been termed, the doc-
tors, are never credited with the same self-
sacrificing motives. No medical man is ever

described as preferring a poor neighborhood
to a rich one; ho goes to Bayswater if he can't
get to Belgravia, and to Bloomsbury if he can't get to

Bayswater, but further east than Bloomsbury he is
not found.in fiction.
There really are doctors in tho East End of London,and I once had a practice there myself.
It was not a good one in point of remuneration,

but there were plenty of patients; the sort of
"practice" that makes one "perfect" from a professionalpoint of view; and at tho same time ab-
solves one from the income tax. I confess, how-
ever, that I did not make thi3 choice of my own

free wiil. "Not grace, nor zeal," but a quarrel with
mv respected uncle, on whom I was entirely dopendent,had been the cause of it. I had, I
admit, considerably exceeded my allowance at col-
lege, and that my hospital career in London had
been expensive, but hi3 conduct in buying a prac-
tice for mo in the East instead of the West as a

punishment for what lie did not hesitate to term
my reckless extravagance was. I think it will be aa-

rnitted, vindictive. He made me, however, an

allowance, which, though one would have called it
moderate in a more fashionable locality, was ]
ample enough for such a neighborhood.
This enforced economy had, however, one very

pleasant side to it, I generally found myself with
money in my pocket, a most unusual experience
with an East End doctor. There is nothing more

distressing to him.if he is a good fellow, or even

C he has a human heart in his breast.than the
knowledge that half the patients who come under
his care are not so much in need of medicine as of
the necessaries of life, with which he is unable to
supply them. No one knows what poverty is who
has not seen "the East Ead" during a bad time.
People talk of "genteel poverty" as being the

worst sort of it, but, at the risk of being thought
material and commonplace, I venture to remark
that abject poverty.the hairpenny worm or oreaa

and the sack instead of a bod on the floor.is much
more hard to bear.
My introduction to Star court was owed to RebeccaBent, who called upon me one warm eveningin August to ask for medical advice. I had

seen her before, for she hai been charwoman for
a few weeks at the little house, I occupied when one

of my two domestics was away. I remembered her
because she had worked so hard ("like a horse" my
cook had said) during that temporary engagement
and givon much greater satisfaction than charwomenusually do. Otherwise there was nothing
about her to enlist the memory. She was not

young.live and forty, one would say, at least, and
she had not even the remains of good looks.

"Well, ltebecca, nothing gone wrong, I hope," I
said cheerfully. "You look all right."
"Appearances are deceitful, sir. Heaven knows,"

she answered, with what seemed for so trite a

proverb « most unnecessary signilicance. "It's
weakness so that one cannot lift one's hand to
one's head, and thirst eo that one wants a bucketful,and a cough that seems to tear one inside out,
and besides that there's fever."

' So bad as that, is it?"
I made the usual examination. Her pulse was all

right, her tongue quite a pleasure to look at, as
compared with most of those organs submitted to
my inspection (especially that most common va-
iieiy, tue uruu&eii tuuyuB/; auc uau nui. uuu^ucu
at all throughout the ordeal aud there was not a
trace of fever.
"You're nervous about yourself, my good

woman," I said, "whieli in your case surprises me;
you're too hard a workor to have sucli fancies."

"Still, them are the symptoms," she answered
doggedly, "and I want a prescription." Aud alio
held out her hand, with eighteen pence in It. Such
is not the fee inWimpole street, but in tlie East End
we are less exacting, and we have the same excuse
for taking less as the barrister gave for taking half
a crown instead of a truinoa; it is often all our
clients havo in the world.

"I don't want your money, llebecca, any more
than you want my prescription," I said.
"For mercy's sake give it me," slae cried, imploringly"It's not for me, sir; it's for my sister."
"For your sister? I did not know you had a sister.How is it possible for mo to prescribe for a

patient I have nover seen'/"
"She is ill, sir, deadly ill," she pleaded.
"The more reason I should see her."
"But she will notsee you, sir; she made me promisethai I would not bring you. She has seen no

one but me for years. She's an invalid."
"Well, of course, and has an invalid's fancies, no

doubt. Come, take me to her." And I took up my
hat.
Then, to my amazement, the big, strong woman

burst into tears. "Oh, sir, you don't understand,"
she sobbed, "aha is not accustomed to be seen
like this. You will break her heart."
"Pooh, pooh!" I said. "On the contrary, it is my

business to mend it."
Not that I had the least belief in what she said,

for, indeed, I begau to think that her sister might
be a lusus naturcv, of which Iliad seen more than
onein my East End practice.poor creatures that
were noi gooa euougn, or oaci enougn, tor a snow; <
two headed nightingales who had just missed their ]
chance, as it were, b>' half a head; elephant men 1
with imperfectly developed trunk. When poverty ]
goes hand in hand with disfigurement it cannot 1
close door and windows or hide in seciuded i
"grounds," but still it will shrink from observation
all it can, like some shy creature on the seashore
whose shell is too small for it. j
Seeing it was useless to argue with me, Rebecca

led the way to Star Court. Dry, dusty, airless and
without sunshine, because the tall black houses
are huddled too close together, it was indeed a
cheerless spot for the sound, far more for the sick
to dwell in. A few ragged children were dancing
in the centre of it round a barrel organ, to tbe
superficial eye an example of how happiness is
found in every spot, but well I knew that in more
than one of these abodes lay women and children
down with fever, to each of whom every note of
the instrument was torture, but there was no liveriedfootman there to warn the unwelcome musicianor policemen to bid him "Jtfove on." The po-
lico in that neignoornooa naa ineir uanas run of
more serious matters. Up three flights of stairs
we wont, steep enough to suggest the airl of tha
banisters had they been less grimy and slimy,
and then into an attic with a sloping roof.
At the first glance I thought a sunbeam had

found its way there, but it was only a head of
goldon hair upon a coarse pillow. The facs was
turned to the wall, and Rebecca held her finger up,
stained with toil and rough with work, to wurn me
that tiie invalid was sleeping. Why I noted the
finger was because of the contrast it exhibited to
the thin, white, delicate hand that lay outside tho
blanket, for counterpane there was none. There
was a marriage ring on the hand, and it was the
only article in the room which could have fetched
a shilling at the pawbrokor's. There was a chair,
but it had no back, and a de.il table, one leg of
which, much shorter than the others, was supplementedby a brick. Upon it stood a mug with wallflowerson it, the only decoration the apartment
could boast. Yet all was scrupulously clean, down
to the bare boards unrelieved by a shred of carpet.I had seen hundreds of homes before shorn
of every comfort, but never one so cared for in its
last extremity by hand and eye. Kven the brick
on which the table stood was washed and resembledone from a child s toy box.
"That is a good diiin, her sleeping, is it not, sir?"

whispered Kebecca eagerly. We had entered
very softly, and doubtless the ear of the invalid
had only caught the footstep she expected; but
when her sister spoke she answered in faint, reproachfultones:.

"1 am not asleep and you have broken your
word. Kebecca."

"It was not my fault, my darling, indeed it
wasn't; oh, did X not tell you. Doctor, how it
would be?"' and the great, gaunt woman wrung her
hands distressfully.

"It was not your sister's fault that I am here, " I
interposed gently. "She would have had me believethat she came to consult me on her own account,but 1 saw through her. It was my duty to
come, and it will be a pleasure to me if I oan do
you any good."

1 had caught sight for a moment of the face of an
angel, or rather, as it seemed to me, of one that
was about to join the heavenly choir; but even
while I was speaking she had put up both her
bands before it. It was a poor protection, for they
were so thin and fragile that one could almost see

through them, but the gesture was eloquent
enough.
"You need not be afraid of the doctor, my dear;

he is not like any one else," said Kebeoca, soothingly.acompliment evidently addressed to my
profession and not to myself. "She'll come 'round
after a bit, sir," she whispered, encouragingly,
"but she has not seen a stranger.not to speak to.
for years, and your coming is a terrible trial to
her."

1 nodded indifferently, as though such shyness
was a common trait, for it is a point of honor
with us doctors never to be surprised, but to say,
" Just so," and incline the head at the angle of assentwhen a case is introduced to us, whether it
be mumps or the leprosy. Moreover, I oould have
waited patiently for some time to get a

glimpse of that face again. It was the face
of a girl rather than of a young woman.

t
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though, paradoxical as this may seem, there
was little of youth in it. The continuance ol
some distressing emotion or possibly of physica
pain had, as it will do, driven youth away from it
xnd instead of "the vermeil huo of health" hat
given it an unnatural flush, as when autuoinlays it
iierv finger on the leaf in springtime; but th
features were perfect, and the lartre blue eyes th>
most beautiful 1 had ever beheld. Ihey had onl;
expressed shrinking and affright at my presence
but it was easier to imagine tliein as the natura
homes of love and tenderness. Around this pic
ture, the beauty of which had something un
earthly about it, or rather, as it struck my proles
sional eye, was only to be for a short time 01
3arth, that gleaming hair made a golden frame.
A greater contrast to her sister it was not possi

ble for one woman to be to another. Presently sh
seemed to recover herself a little! and I veuturot
to put to her a few questions founded upon wha
llebecca had told me. She answered them ver;
gently, but in so indifferent a tone that they urigh
well, as in her case, have had no personal applies
tio\i. This was a bad sign, for hor disease was con
Bumption, where if the patient Is not as usual, san

guine, or has little interest in the result, the out
look is gloomy indeed. After recommending cer
tain things which I simply said should be sent in
I took my leave. Kebecca followed me out of th'
room.
"She does not understand," 6ho whispered, pita

ously. "You must not think her uugrateful, sir
Her mind." she hesitated.
"is fixed on other things than food and physic,'

I said smiling. "It is a common case with one s<
ill as she is."
"She is not dying, doctor?"
The woman'sswarthy face grow pale and her eye;

distended with sheer terror. I had seen relative
anxious about the fate of their dear ones, upoi
grounds the most momentous.spiritual consider
ations.but never one so moved as this one. ant
yet she did not strike me as being a religlou
woman. As a rule, the very poor take these matter;
with philosophy as woll as they may. If thero i
another wond (which they do not always believe
to which their invalid is going it naturally strike
them that it needs must be an improvement on th
one he is leaving, and, at all events, there will b
one less to feed and clothe. But, in the case o
Rebecca, her emotion was infinitely deeper thai
mere anxiety or regret; it seemed to shake the ver,
roots of her beinir.
"I do not say your sister is dying, my goo(

woman," I replied: "iJ>y examination of her, a
vou know, has been very slight, but I confess tha
her condition impresses me unfavorably. Shi
seems to bo in very low spirits about herself."
"Heaven help her! well she may be," groanec

Rebecca.
"And yet she does not seem alarmed as some do.'
"Aiarmed? What has she to be afraid of. It i

athers, lik'e me, who have to be afraid. She ha:
Jone 110 wrong; if there is a Heaven above sh.
must needs go there."
"Well, that after all is the great thing and shoul<

jive you comfort, for you will meet again."
"Comfort, and 'meet again,' " she echoed, with 1

sort of contemptuous despair and, shaking' hei
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lead, like one with the palsy, re-entered the sicl
'oorn.
The whole situation amazed and perplexed me.

3n all other topics the woman was what one woulc
lave expected »hev to be. Savo lor a somewhat ex

jeptional honesty, cleanliness and diligonce
Kebecca Bent was like other charwomen: but ii
ill that pertained to her sister she was tender ant
jmotional to an extraordinary degree. I made in
juiries about them without eliciting much informa
inn. They had lived in Star Court for nearl:
ihroe years, but ltebecca alone was knowi
to their fellow lodgers. Her sister had beei
ilv/ays a recluse it not an invalid; she hac
never left her room; it wa3 understood that slit
took in needlework when she could obtain employ
ment, which was not often; but Rebecca was tin
breadwinner, bhe toiled early and late, but no om
Liad heard a word of complaint from her. As t

general rule it is not tho hard workers who com

plain. It is not that they are resigned to the:)
tiarsh fato, whatever cant may have to say about it
it is not in human nature to be that, but there i
iften a certain grim reticence about them, a no

unjustifiable resentment. This was not the casi
with Rebecca, however. She had her reasons, as
tfterward discovered, of liking work for its owi
sake. Work preserves us from thinking.
(iaunt and'grim though she was now, for my

aart, strange to say, liebecca interested me a!
east as much as my patient, notwithstanding he
many advantages. Her beauty was of the kim
that is heightened, rathe'1 than otherwise, by deli
:acy of constitution; even disease only rendorei
t more exquisite. It reminded mo of the lily of th
rale, "whom youth makes so fair and passion sc
rrail that the light of its tremulous bolls is seen
through their pavilions of tender green,'
so transparent was it3 splendor. That she w»:

lying I had now no douot, nor could the end b
Far distant. The spectacle was very touching &vei
to a professional eye, but what, I confess, lesseuec
my sympathy for her was her conduct toward Re
becca. She seemed to take everything she did to
tier as a matter of course. It was quite true tha
she gave one the impression of belonging to quit
mother aud a highor sphere of being, but to se
tier so self-conscious of it was deplorable. If sh
Had been a princess she could hardly have beei
served not onlv with more devotion, but witl
more respectful revorance. I noticed in particula
that though Rebecca lavished every term of en
loarment upon her sister sho never addressed lie
by her Christian name, and 1 only discovered it ti
be Lucy by direct inquiry.
With the selfish egotism of the habitual invalii

avery doctor is familiar; but with Lucy Bent i
svas carried beyond all bounds. I had supplie<
her with various little luxuries and rnado arrange
ments by which d»iring herillnoss her sister shouli
not be under the necessity of leaving her. and foi
this she expressed herself.though I have reasoi
to believe only at Itebec; a's prompting.in a fat
sufficiently suitable words; if she had not utterei
them 1 should have thought little of it. Thero wa
not much graciousness in btar Court, though ii
this case, where tho caskot was so fair, ouo nati)
rally looked for the jewel, but the i«noi
ing of her sister's claim to gratitude ani
the coldness.as it seemed to me tho studied cold
ness.of her manner toward her was painful li
witness. She never exchanged a word with ho
that was not absolutely necessary. Her state wa
such that it was impossible to remonstrate wit
her upon that or any other subject; indeed.am
so far this was an excuse for her.she was so rap
in her own wretchedness, so given over to I knei
not what of regretful and despairing memories
that she seemed to pay no attention even- to he
own condition, to the "boil v that did her such grieA
ous wrong," or to the soul that as about to quit 11
Eebccca, on her side, was equally silent.dum

as the dog who, tieatod with indifference by som
morose master, suu .mu wareii« Jiiiii nil

patient devotion; but it was easy to see how su

longed for a kind word or even a loving glance, »u

longed in vaiu. At last, when the end was ver
near. I could forbear no longer; it was a clergj
man's business, perhaps, more than mine, but in

patient bad declined.and with no little vehement
tor one so weak.to sec a clsr^jman; ana I too
my courage (for, stran&e as it may seem, it necde
courage) in both hands and spoio to lier.
"Have you not ono word, even of farewell, Luc.l

for tbe sister who has nursed von so tenderly?"
'Ihere was a struggle within tiie panting boson

added to the fight for breath, but tbe lips movoc
aud what they formed was the monosyllable "No.
In the faint sjund I recognized a distinct touch c
bitterness.

"1 know not what you have suffered," I went 01
"and it may be (this struck mo for the first tim
even at her hands; but I know what she has su
fered and is suffering now for your sake, iorgii
her if she has done you wrong as you yourRC
hope to be forgiven. Look at hor, it may bo fc
the last time, and bid her kiss you."

Into the dying eyes, as she turned them o
her sister, there came a look of inetiaole sweetnes
aud she feebly stretched her arms toward her i
invitation of an embrace.
Rebecca fell on her knees beside the wrotche

bed with a cry in which, for the moment, sorro
seemed to have boen swallowed up in joy. 1
have been the witness of what followed woul
have been a sacrilege, and I left them togetlior.

It may have been their first and last caress, f<
when I entered the room the next morning it ha
but ono living tenant. The dead girl lay on tt
t»;a with Her Hands crossed ("as if DrayinaclumDly'
over lier breast. The words of the poet occurrc
to me as I looked at her, but it was tliat line alor
wliich had any application to her case. That si
had not fallen, whatever sin fhe had commitu
(though she looked au angel) as Uood's unfortuna
had done I felt certain. Her story was uo commc
one of the street and the river. Everything thi
loving hands could do had been done for her
the very last service.
Rebecca was wonderfully calm and resigned, at

after a few words of sympathy which perhaps hi
better not have been said, for 1 could see thoy trie
her firmness, I spoke of what was necessary. (

i

r

> course I took upon myself all«tthe arransremonU IH
E of the funeral, but I had to ask her a question
1 about the doath certificate.

"I do not know your sister's married name." j

1 said.
s "She vras never married," was the unexpected
e reply.
a My eye wandered interrogatively to t'ie weddltij
f rinir ui>on that delicate tineer. ou whi.-h tise neeAl.

had leit no trace. It had, indeed, done little worl
1of any kind. But Kebecca only shook lier head,

i- "Then I will givo your si3ter's rnaiuen name
Bout."
"Sho was not in; sister, sir; she was no relativi

1 at all; put down Lester."
' No relative'!1 Then, indeed, Rebecca, you inaj

say you have done your duty to your neighbor."
e "Sly duty!" she answered with bitter scorn, and
I throwing up her great gaunt hauds, "It was 1 whe
t murdered her."
v It was not till some days afterward, wben Lucj
t had been laid to rest iu the cemetery, that I heard

from Rebecca what she believed to bo the stury ol
her crime. It was exageeratect, emotional, and 1
am very sure represented the case only as it appearedto a mind full of remorso and self-reproach.

I prefer, for truth's sake as well as hers, to give |the facts as they would have struck an uupreju
0 diced observer.

Lucy Lester was the daughter of a tradesman
well to do, and who made his money honestH
enough, but he was a Puritan and of ttie strictest
sect of the Pharisees. His wife had died when

' Lucy was still a child, and she was brought up iu
3 an atmosphere of gloom aud dulness very uusuited

to her character, which was at once frivolous and
egotistic. Her beauty, of which she was only too

s conscious, was pronounced by the formal societv f
s with whom sho mixed to be a snare (as, indeed, it I
:i proved to be), and every amusement to which she

naturally inclined was sternly forbidden her.
1 {tebecca, who had been her nurse and when
s she grew up became her maid, sympathized
9 with her young mistress, to whom she wusalso genuinely attachod, and made common
i) cause with her a<rainst her persecutors, its H
s she called thom, though they included ber
e parent himself. He was very thrifty aud kept Lucy
e "short" as to pin money, and Kebecca, who. as she
f told me (for she spared herself iu nothing), wis
l "very greedy of gain," on a very low scale of
y wages. It was a sad aud rather sordid story of se- . I

verity and repression met by duplicity and in- H
1 trigue. What redeemod it was the disinterested H
s though exaggerated fealty of Kebecca, which would
t have borne comparison with that of feudal times.
9 Except for hor singular beauty there was nothing

admirabio in Lucy, wlio indeed was proud, selfish
I and exacting, but in Kobecca's eyes she was pel-feetionand a martyr, fit for a prince, bat with no
' choice of suitors save of a commonplace and nnaworthy kind, and who, never having seen a state
s play, had no notion of the desirability of making
a a, friend of the maid of their mistress. IB

Presently, however, a lover appeared of quite an1other stamp, but unhappily a clandestine lover,
Mr. Power was one of her father's customers, a

i gentleman, as was understood, of good position, 1
r and who at all events gave larga orders, whicn

'' " '' 7)
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£ were punctually paid for. While calling on Mr.

T naton rtn Knainnca V» ft /ikanna^ t rs no t/»V» c- i nil t nf

Lucy, and became at once enamored of lier beauty.
I 'Without the simplicity wtiich is the safeguard

her sex, she was absolutely ignorant of that world 1
with which she panted to mingle. The man's air J^M

l of fashion made as much way with her a.3 hid jHI protestations, aud unfortunatoly the lavishness
which a man of his stamp displays when bent on
such a design was taken by Rebecca as the sign of

f a generous nature; without knowing them (as [
n think) to be exactly bribes, she took his bribes.
1 With one word to her master she could probably|^H1 hare saved his daughter, but she did not feel sho^^B
j was iu danger. Even a word of warning to Lucy I

herself might not have been thrown away, but she
9 did not give it. On tho contrary, urged by many
3 considerations.dislike of her master and his surirouudings, willingness to ploase her darling and I

confidence in Power's professions.she assisted
him to elope with her. 1 am afraid thero was even^M

; a time when Lucy shrank from the audacity oO^H
s that design, and but for Eebecca would have aban^H
t doned it; but it was because she was herself Ue- J
b ceived. Indeed, at the last, when Lucy had lost
I her head as well as her heart and would have
1 risked all for love, Eebecca stepped In, and

insisted upon being present at the marriage cere- H
mony. It was a barren precaution.though poor H

t Lucy might afterward have used it as a weapon of H
r revenge, if she had had the heart for revenge.tor I
1 in a few weeks she discovered that he whom sh^^fhad believed to be lier husband was a married mai^H
i In that brief space she had lost all.fortune,I^H
e friends and home, for her father closed his doors H
) against her, aud the unhappy girl found hprself

thrown on her own resources, which consisted
' only of a scanty wardrobe and a few jewels. Xheiu
3 like a woundeJ tigress, she turned upon Rebec<r^^M
e with, "It is you who have been my ruin!"
i The fury that miglitreasonably have been poured
1 on her deceiver seemed quenched in the very

catastrophe he had caused, as flame deserts the
r blackened ruin; so far as he was concerned, the
t crime of which she had been the victim was so
e overwhelming that in place of indignation she felt I
e only wretchedness and despair; too weak to seek
e relief in self-destruction, she yet desired to liida^H
1 herself from her fellow creatures and especially to^Hli be seen no more of men.
r AMiat remained to her of vitality took the form

of passionate reproach of her late ally and a-
r siitant, and not a word did l;obecca ray ia her
a owu defence.

Instead of leaving her young mistress to a fate
1 only too easy to be foreseen she devoted berself^^Ht wnlx penitence and remorse to sniuoth tlie lvugs^M1 road she must needs travel for the future.

Effort of her own Lucy never made and accepted
1 the other's services not only as her due, but as H
f but a small instalment of the obligation slio had
i incurred in having given her such bad advic<*. I
v That she had not forgiven lier she made very plain
1 even las baa been shown) up to the last moment of H
s her life, but liebecca never thought herself hardly I
i used.

"There was nothing I could do, as you may
lieve," she said, "that deserved thanks. It

d owing to me that my poor dear inistresa, so young.
1- so beautiful, so tender, had fallen into the handselo of a villain, and, unfit as she was to bear hari!-^|r ships, was compelled to live upon a crust. Was it^Hs to my credit that these hands, which had taken hj^^fli bribes, provided the crust?"
d If Miss Lucy had complained she said she couklH
t liave better borne the consciousness of her crime,
v but after that first outbreak she kept silence.

cold, reproachful silence that for years had chilied^^r the other's very heart. All she stipulated for was^|r-. to be alone.not to bo spoken to, not to be seen.!^|f. and even when her illness had become sevnro it^Bb was only on Rebecca's promise to obtain profes^Ho sional advice without the doctor's presence that^fh the sick girl had permitted her to apply to me.
0 This was the story of Rebecca's remorse.
(1 I did what I could to reason with the poor womacH
y by pointing out how penance atones for wron.^M
i- but if 1 had not been so fortunate as to obtain fi^^Jy her Lucy's deathbed forgiveness she would cer^H
e tainly never have forgiven herself. As it was shj^Bk m-o .j in rlnoraa , nmfnr(«rV I (mt )mr > uitufl
d tiou in the country with acme friends of luin^Hwhere she was greatly esteemed and remained
t, years. She always took a day or two's holidays

the summer; no one knew where sho spent it. to^H
l, she had no friends; but at that same time wboev-^BI, visited an East End cemetery would have fouti^B

on Lucy Lester's grave fresh dowers.
>f M
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bf! [From Forest" and Stream.]
e It will bo remembered that some time sinc^H!f Forest a)id Stream suggested that the collection

homeless dogs in this city should be given i^H
n charge of the a. k. C. tim Hecald has now a.l^J8* vauced the idea, through Mr. Pelham Clinton,

delegating this important duty to the Society fo^H
d the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals.
* Or this plan we heartily approve, and in fac^J
Id would welcome almost any change that would alte^f

the existing state of affairs and do away with th^|>r political side of dog catching. That it is goo^|'d policy to catch the dogs that roam our streets, cu^Hie iu other words, no one will gainsay, but t&is i^|
) not done under the present rule. There is n<^Hid money enough in it, but rather Reek they the dog^H

ie belonging to Madam or Mister, who may bo
e pected to redeem the same. The way this part
'd the city's machinery is run is a disgrace to any ci%
te l)7.ed country. H
"» Let us have a home for friendless doffs by a^lit means, and let it be under the charge of those wh^Hto ar» accustomed and prepared to deal with anima^Hin distress. There are enough dog lovers in th^H>d city to amply support such a scheme, and now th^Bid a paper like the New York Hlp.au> has taken
'd of it no doubt something will soon be don* to
3f move the present stain.


